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Summary: 


Mike Wheeler's birthday is tomorrow. December 20th. The day he, 
like all people on their sixteenth birthday, will swap places with and 
discover his soulmate. He and El have been planning the logistics for 
weeks, and it's kind of getting on Will's nerves. 


Will, for one, really doesn't want to see Mike tomorrow, especially 
not when they haven't spoken in years and Will's still bitter about the 
breakdown of their friendship. He doesn't want to think about Mike 
Wheeler. Or his feelings for him. And, despite what he may want, he's 
pretty sure that he's not ever going to have a soulmate anyway. 


That's four things that Will holds as firm convictions. Only one of 
them will actually end up true. 


He doesn't actually need to see Mike Wheeler in order to have to deal 
with him. 


just a secret under lock and key until then 


It’s Mike Wheeler’s sixteenth birthday tomorrow. 
December 20th. 


By all counts, this fact isn’t something that Will should even 
remember at this point. Will hasn’t even spoken to him in a year and 
a half. Sure, they’ve seen each other at two or three Christmases and 
visits over summer vacation, but Will’s put a pointed amount of effort 
into making sure they interact as little as possible. If Mike’s noticed 
the difference, he hasn’t commented on it. 


Will tries not to think about him too much. Out of sight, out of mind, 
right? 


But try as Will might, Mike Wheeler is difficult to avoid. El’s on the 
phone with him at least twice a week, sometimes for hours. And for 
the past month, they’ve been talking almost daily. What do they talk 
about? Will has no idea. When Mike and El weren’t dating long- 
distance, their relationship seemed to be mostly sneaking off and 
making out. But they’ve been going strong since the move, so it has 
to be something. 


El doesn’t shut up about Mike off the phone, either. Will loves his 
sister, he does, but her obsession is really annoying. And now that it’s 
the night before Mike’s birthday—the day that Mike and El’s ooey- 
gooey teenage romance will solidify into something that will carry 
them into adulthood, and they’ll officially be soulmates—El’s 
determined to make sure that not a detail is out of place. 


They’re at the dinner table. Meatloaf and peas. El hasn’t even touched 
her plate, she’s so busy talking. 


“You'll make bacon tomorrow for breakfast, right, Mom?” El asks for 
the fourth time. “It’s Mike’s favorite breakfast food.” 


Will keeps himself from rolling his eyes. He was Mike’s friend before 
she ever came into the picture. He doesn’t need to be reminded of 
Mike’s favorite food. Try as he might to ignore it, he’s basically the 


Mike Wheeler expert. 
He’s not bitter. At least, he tries not to be. 


If only Jonathan were here. Will casts a lonely glance at his empty 
spot at the table. But he’s off at NYU, enjoying his first semester at 
college. At least he’s coming home for Christmas break tomorrow. It’s 
the only good thing that’s going to happen. Will can tough it out until 
then. 


“PIL call home from the Wheeler’s house tomorrow morning,” El is 
saying. “Just so you know I’m okay. I’m going to hang out with Max. 
Were going to go to the arcade.” 


El keeps talking, with Mom chiming in here and there. Will just stabs 
at his peas and tries not to listen. 


He escapes to his room after dinner, putting on some loud music and 
pulling out his sketchpad. He taps a pencil against the rough paper as 
he considers what to draw. 


Fucking Mike Wheeler. 


For a long time, Will had thought it would always be him and Mike 
together against the world. It had been the perfect illusion—someday 
they would move into a brand new house all by themselves, and they 
would spend their days writing stories, which Will would illustrate, 
and every night before they went to bed Mike would look at him with 
his dark eyes and smile and tell him, “You’re the best, Will Byers,” 
and Will would respond in kind. 


And there had been plenty of times when Will thought it was really 
going to become reality. Like when Mike had sat with Will and 
promised him that, no matter what, they would go crazy together. 
That he and Will were in this together and he would never leave him. 


Bullshit. The whole idea is stupid. Will realizes that now. Boys who 
like boys don’t get happy endings like that. 


Boys who like boys don’t get soulmates. 


At least not that Will has ever heard of. 


Will’s long reconciled with that part of himself by now, but he’s still a 
little bitter about it. It’s not fair that Mike and El get to have a 
happily ever after while Will gets left in the dust. 


Mom knocks on the door in a little while to tell him goodnight. He 
and El take their turns in the bathroom, and Will heads to bed early. 
If he stays up, he’s just going to think about Mike some more, and 
that’s the last thing he wants to do. 


He really doesn’t want to see Mike tomorrow. 


There’s an alarm going off. 


Will grumbles blearily, rubbing his eyes as he adjusts from the haze 
of sleep. 


His alarm doesn’t sound like that. Weird. 


Will flails out an arm for it, and must knock it off whatever 
nightstand it was sitting on, because there’s a thunk and it stops 
beeping. 


Will doesn’t remember setting his alarm for this morning. Ugh. Well, 
he’s got to go help make bacon for Mike, right? Best be up and at 
‘em. 


Fuck Mike Wheeler. 

He rubs the gunk out of his eyes and sits up. 

What the fuck. 

This isn’t his room. 

In fact, it looks suspiciously like that of Michael Wheeler. 
What the fuck? 


Will puts his feet on the floor and stands. Yep, definitely Mike’s room. 


It’s changed since Will set foot in it last, but it’s still recognizable. 
Mike still has the picture of the Party from when they won a prize at 
the fifth grade science fair sitting on his dresser. There’s unfinished 
homework laid out on his desk, underneath a folded up piece of 
ripped-out notebook paper that reads: SOULMATE READ THIS. 


Shit. 


It’s Mike’s birthday. Obviously. As is custom, he must have written a 
letter to El for when they switched places. 


Will dumbly looks around to see if he can find her. Nope. 


Maybe Mike’s soulmate isn’t El? Maybe she’s already downstairs 
making small talk with Mrs. Wheeler. 


But he’s still alone in Mike’s room, staring at a letter marked 
SOULMATE READ THIS. 


Shit, that means him. 

The realization takes a minute for Will to process. 
Will is Mike’s soulmate. 

Fucking hell. 


No one can find him here. Sooner or later Mrs. Wheeler is going to 
knock on the door and let herself in. Will doesn’t even want to think 
about the level of hell that’s going to bring down upon him. 


The last thing Mike would want is everybody finding out that his 
soulmate is a guy. The least Will can do for Mike until he’s back in 
his own body is keep Mike’s reputation intact. 


He eyes out Mike’s window. It’s a drop, for sure, but he can probably 
make it. Hopefully Mike still keeps his bike by the back door, and 
Will can grab it to make his escape. 


He just needs to be anywhere but here. 


Will rummages around in Mike’s closet for a sweater and some pants 


—he doesn’t need to be cruising around Hawkins in his pajamas. He 
pockets the soulmate letter, and down he goes out the window. 


It’s a pretty good land. Nothing hurts. Will pushes himself up and 
scrambles around the outside of the house, looking for Mike’s bike. 
Bingo. 


Mike’s still a little taller than Will is, so getting on the bike’s a bit 
clunky, but Will doesn’t have the time to make any adjustments. He 
just cuts through a couple backyards before heading out onto the 
road. 


Once he’s got a steady pace, his heart rate slows down a bit and Will 
takes a deep breath. 


Where’s he going to go? 


Back to Mike’s is out of the question, for obvious reasons. He can’t 
exactly roll up to their front door. Good morning Mrs. Wheeler! Guess 
what! Your son’s a homosexual. I hope that’s fine with you. The homes 
of the rest of the party are ruled out for similar reasons. 


He could camp out in the woods for the day. It’s pretty cold, but 
Will’s survived worse. He could do it. 


Robin! 


Robin would be able to help him. She’s the only other person Will has 
ever met who’s also gay. She would understand his predicament. She 
would know what to do. 


Except that she’s off at college in California. She’s not coming back to 
Hawkins for break. Will talked to her on the phone last week. 


Who else, then? 
Steve? 


Robin said that Steve knows she’s a lesbian, and that he’s cool about 
it. Steve would help him. And he’s most definitely still in Hawkins. If 
the information that Dustin mentioned in passing when Will last 
talked to him a few months ago is still correct, then Steve’s working 


as the manager of Family Video. 
Will changes course on his bike. Maybe he can catch Steve at home. 


And catch him he does, right as Steve’s car is pulling out of the 
driveway. He stops the bike and waves his arms frantically, trying to 
get Steve’s attention. 


The car slows to a halt, and Steve gets out. 
“Byers?” 
“Hi,” Will calls. “Can I put the bike in your trunk?” 


“What are you doing here? I didn’t think you guys were visiting 
Hawkins over break.” 


“We're not. It’s Mike’s birthday.” 
“What?” 


Will yanks the passenger side door open and climbs in. “Where are 
you going?” 


“Work.” 
“Great. PII tell you on the way.” 


Steve gives a disgruntled grumble and starts the car going again. 
“Kid. What’s going on?” 


“Mike turns sixteen today. He and El had this whole thing planned 
out for it. They’re supposed to be soulmates.” 


“Okay. Where is she?” 

“Tm the one who woke up in Mike’s room this morning.” 
Steve just sighs sagely. “Those Wheelers, huh?” 

Will is inclined to agree. 


“Anyway. I snuck out his window and now I don’t know what to do. 


And Robin’s not here, so you’re my best resource.” 


“Listen, as much as I enjoy babysitting the lot of you, I have work 
today. I can’t ditch that and follow you around all day.” 


“You work at Family Video.” 
“Tm the manager now, actually.” 


“There’s a back room, isn’t there? Just let me sit in there all day. I 
won’t bother anyone.” 


“Why can’t I drop you off at one of your friends’ houses to spend the 
day at? I mean, you’re only going to be here for what, sixteen more 
hours?” 


“And how would I explain it to them? Yeah, turns out Mike and I are 
gay! Surprise!” 


“Fine. Just this once. And you owe me.” 
“Thanks, Steve.” 


Steve inquires after the state of things back in Arizona, and they swap 
news. But Will’s too jittery and nervous to make a good conversation 
partner, so it lapses after a little while. Will takes the opportunity to 
pull Mike’s soulmate letter out of his pocket. 


Dear Soulmate: 
(EL, I know it’s you, but Mom said I should make this letter more general.) 


I’m Mike Wheeler. Obviously today (12/20/86) is my sixteenth birthday. 
That’s why you’re reading this. This town is Hawkins, Indiana, USA. My 
mom will come get you from my bedroom at nine o’clock. There’s a clock 
on my nightstand. I have an older sister named Nancy, who’s off at 
college, and my little sister is named Holly. She’s six. I like to write and 
play video games. My friends will come to meet you later this morning, so 
they'll fill you in on everything else. 


Depending on where I end up, I'll try to call home sometime today so we 
can talk. Have a good day. 


Mike Wheeler 


Huh. Will would have expected something more lengthy from Mike, 
if he’s being honest. Especially if he had intended for El to read it. 
Mike’s not that clueless when it comes to girls. 


Well, it doesn’t give him any information he doesn’t already know. 
Will folds it back up. 


Steve pulls into a parking spot near the video store, and they get out. 
Steve shows him to the tiny back room, kind enough to pass Will a 
legal pad and a pen. 


“The store opens in fifteen minutes. I’ll check on you if it’s not busy. 
You gonna be okay?” 


“Yeah. Thanks.” Will’s been in more uncomfortable situations than 
spending a day in a closet with nothing but paper and pen to keep 
him company. 


In fact, what a twisted metaphor for his life. 


Mom and El are probably freaking out right now. At least he’s not 
missing or anything. They’ll know he’s in Hawkins, at least. Would 
Mom risk calling the Wheelers? Shit. 


Shit, shit, shit. 


He doesn’t want to think about that. He doesn’t want to think about 
what his family is doing right now, with Mike Wheeler in their 
household as expected, but the wrong kid disappeared. 


Will’s always the wrong kid. Always in the wrong place at the wrong 
time, getting in the way of other people’s lives. 


How’s he supposed to look El in the face when he gets home? Sorry 
that I singlehandedly ruined your relationship with your boyfriend. See 
you every day going forward until the end of high school and I can get out 
of here! 


How’s he supposed to look at Mike? 


Will’s never coming back to Hawkins ever again in his life. Surely it 
can’t be too hard to convince Mom to let him stay in Arizona during 
Christmas and summer vacation? And if he works hard at school and 
gets a scholarship, in two and a half years he can go to college in 
New York or San Francisco and never see anyone he knows ever 
again. 


What a dream. 


Okay. He’s just going to sit here, and draw, and ignore the impending 
doom he’ll have to deal with tomorrow. What can go wrong? 


It’s a little while before Steve opens the door again and sits across 
from Will on the floor. 


“How are you holding up?” 


Will shrugs. “I dunno. Everything’s fucked up now. I don’t know 
what’s gonna happen when I get back home.” 


“You have my phone number. Call me if you need anything.” 


“Thanks. I have no idea how I’m ever going to talk to El again. They 
had everything figured out. I’ve ruined her entire life plan.” 


“Hey, kid, middle school relationships never last. Mike was in here 
the other day asking me freaking—theoreticals on how to break up 
with someone, just so you know.” 


Will passes over a retort about how he’s a sophomore in high school, 
not a middle schooler, in favor of an appalled, “Really?” 


“Shit, he asked me not to tell. Sorry.” 


“Well, If El doesn’t hate me for being gay, she’s definitely gonna hate 
me for stealing her boyfriend.” 


“Listen, as someone whose girlfriend did break up with me because 
she found her soulmate—” Will mutters a halfhearted jokey sorry on 
behalf of his brother— “El will get over it. She’ll meet hers soon.” 


“Yeah, but it’s different in my case. No one in your situation was gay.” 


Steve grimaces. “Have you talked to Robin about it?” 
“No. Could I call her from the store phone?” 

“I guess so,” Steve starts, “but—” 

The bell at the front door jingles. “Steve!” 


Steve sighs through his nose. “It’s Dustin. The others too, probably. 
TIl shoo them off.” He gets up and shuts the door again. 


Will freezes. Shit. 


“Steve!” Dustin yells, pushing open the door to Family Video. “We 
have a situation!” 


He strides up to the counter which Steve is leaning against, Lucas and 
Max hot on his heels. 


“What’s going on?” 

“T tried to radio, didn’t you hear me?” 

“Dipshit, I don’t bring my fucking walkie talkie to work.” 
“Tt’s not a walkie talkie, it’s a highly—” 


“Anyways,” Lucas interrupts. “We need your help, Steve. El 
apparently climbed out Mike’s window sometime between midnight 
and fifteen minutes ago. We can’t find her.” 


“It doesn’t make sense that El would jump out his window, we’ve had 
this visit planned for weeks.” Max crosses her arms. “Now if they 
weren’t soulmates, it would make more sense that some random girl 
would freak out and get out of there, but—” 


“They can’t not be soulmates, Max,” says Lucas. “They’re too mushy- 
gross for that.” 


“Tt’s a possibility!” 
“Back up.” Steve raises his hands. “What’s going on?” 


Dustin rolls his eyes and explains the situation, Max and Lucas 
cutting in with details here and there. “So now Mike’s soulmate, 
which may or may not be El, has gone rogue and is evidently 
tramping around somewhere in Hawkins. We have to find her.” 


“Damn, that’s insane,” says Steve halfheartedly. Dustin narrows his 
eyes. Steve isn’t very good at lying. 


“Why are you acting weird?” 
Steve blinks. “What?” 
“Youre acting weird!” 


“No, Pm not.” Steve straightens. “Hey, what do you expect me to do? 
You want me to drive you around Hawkins stopping every person 
you don’t recognize on the street to ask them whether or not they’re 
Mike’s soulmate?” 


Dustin huffs. “Well, we have to do something!” 


“Ugh, this is taking too long. You still keep candy in the back, right?” 
Max pushes herself over the counter. 


“Don’t get your scrubby boots on my—and don’t go in there—!” 


Max pushes open the back room door. She freezes. “What the hell?” 


The door swings open. Will jumps, head jolting up. 
It’s Max. 


Her red hair is tied in a ponytail, and she’s wearing a green 
sweatshirt and jeans. There’s mud smeared on her chin for some 
reason. Will’s not sure why he latches onto these details, but maybe 


it’s to distract from the fact that she’s currently staring at him with 
wide eyes. 


“Will? What are you doing here?” 

Dustin and Lucas appear behind her. 

Fuck. 

“Hi guys,” he manages weakly. “Nice to see you.” 


“Give the guy some space,” Steve barks. 


“How come you didn’t tell us you were coming down to visit too?” 
asks Lucas. “I thought it was just gonna be El.” 


“Um, it was an unexpected arrival.” Will cringes. There’s no way he’s 
going to be able to get out of this. 


Max squints. “Shit.” Will makes eye contact with her, practically able 
to see the gears working in her head. She gives him a tiny, 
indiscernible nod. 


Okay, then. Hopefully she won’t actively screw him over. 


“Is El here with you?” Lucas peers around lamely as if El’s going to 
pop out from a shelf somewhere. 


“Uh, no. Just me.” 


Lucas says nothing and Will glances between him and Dustin, 
wondering who’s going to say it first. 


It’s Dustin, speaking carefully like his voice is treading on glass. “Are 
you Mike’s soulmate, Will?” 


He feels his eyes prickle. Oh God, no. Will blinks it back. He’s not 
going to cry. Absolutely not. He can’t even show it. 


“I guess so.” 


“Oh. Fuck.” 


For a minute Will just looks at the three of them, doing his absolute 
best to learn telepathy and discover what they’re thinking right now. 
What they’re going to say. What they’re going to think of him. 


“You wanna go to the arcade?” 
Will startles, taken aback. “What?” 
“Do you?” repeats Lucas. 

“Sure.” Will gets to his feet. 
“Come on.” 


No one says anything else until they get there, barring the brief 
interlude where Will makes Steve unlock his car so he can get Mike’s 
bicycle out. 


But at last they arrive, and Will chances, “Do they still have Dig 
Dug?” 


Max grins. “Yep. I still have the top score though, so don’t even think 
you’re gonna break it.” 


It’s a nice diversion, but the arcade doesn’t remove the tightness in 
Will’s shoulders or keep him from noticing the sneaking glances of 
the other three Party members. 


Can he still call them ‘The Party?’ Can he count himself among them? 
He wouldn’t exactly consider himself close with any of his old friends 
anymore. Aside from the visits he and his family have made to 
Hawkins, which become increasingly awkward every time they 
happen, Will’s talked to Dustin and Lucas maybe two or three times 
since the move, and Max pretty much never. El’s kept up much better 
contact with them, especially with Mike and Max. 


Will had just kind of stopped talking to everyone. He doesn’t know 
why. Maybe it has to do with that awful summer, when they had all 
been caught up with romance and dating and he’d been left in the 
dust, grasping at the idea of his friends rather than actually seeing 
them in person. But it’s not like they had bullied him or anything, 
although Will clearly remembers a few _less-than-positive 


conversations, especially with Mike. He scoffs at the memory. 


“What?” says Lucas. The boys are peering over Max’s shoulder, as 
she’s about to beat her highest level yet. The arcade is surprisingly 
empty for a Saturday morning, with a few younger kids two rows 
over being the only other people there. 


“Nothing.” Will puts his hands in his pockets. “I was just 
remembering this one time Mike told me it wasn’t his fault I didn’t 
like girls.” 


Max finishes off the level with a violent flourish, and whips around to 
face him, eyes flashing murderously. “He said what?” 


“Oh, uh, yeah,” says Will, bewildered. 
“Tm gonna kill him. When was this?” 


“Yeah, dude, what the hell? He said that?” Lucas chimes in. Dustin 
echoes the sentiment. 


“We got into a fight a couple summers ago. Before we moved.” Will 
glances at Lucas. “It was the day I made you guys play D&D with me 
‘cause I was pissed you were ignoring me all summer.” 


Lucas sighs. “I remember that. Sorry, Will.” 
“Tt’s fine.” 


“Not so fast,” snaps Max. “This is the first I’m hearing about this. 
What happened?” 


“Basically, I was mad at Mike for ditching me all the time to go hang 
out with El, and I told him he was ruining the Party or whatever.” It 
sounds stupid when he thinks about it now. “He pretty much said it 
was my own problem and it wasn’t his fault I don’t like girls.” 


“Do you?” 
Max hits Dustin on the shoulder. “Shut up. That’s fucked up, Will.” 


Will zeroes in on Dustin’s question. No, he doesn’t, whatsoever, but 


he’s got to lie. “I dunno. It’s not like I meant to apparently be Mike’s 
soulmate. I don’t know how it happened.” 


“T didn’t know that gay people got soulmates,” says Lucas. “They said 
on the news that they just reject their normal soulmates, or 
whatever.” 


“Don’t be an asshole, Lucas,” reprimands Max. 
“Sorry.” 


“It’s alright,” says Will, feeling weary. “I didn’t know either.” He 
supposes that he should be grateful that they’re reacting to it this 
well. It could be a lot worse. 


“Do you think Mike and El are going to break up now? I mean, he’s 
probably at your house, right? What do you think they’re doing?” 


“T don’t know, Dustin,” says Will. All of a sudden he doesn’t feel very 
well. 


“Guys, seriously, shut up,” Max hisses at Dustin and Lucas. She seizes 
Will by the sleeve. “We’re going outside for a second.” 


She marches Will out to the parking lot, and they sit down on the 
curb outside. It’s a nice day out, sunny and cold. Will breathes in the 
biting air. 


“Sorry about them,” Max mutters. “They don’t know anything.” 
“It’s fine,” Will repeats, exhausted. 


“Well, this mystical, abstract it you speak of might be fine, but you 
certainly aren’t. You’re pale.” 


“Am J?” 
“T guess it’s overwhelming. How are you feeling?” 
“Everyone’s going to hate me now.” 


“How come?” 


“Pm gay, Max,” Will whispers. “And now everyone knows it. And 
Mike knows it. And I fucking—I fucking turned him! Or whatever! I 
made him—I’ve ruined his life. Honestly, the best thing that could 
happen would be if we all ignored it and Mike and El kept on being 
the stupid couple that they are.” 


“Well, I don’t hate you, Will. And Lucas and Dustin don’t either— 
they’re just stupid and need a second to catch up. Just so you know, I 
had a bet with Lucas that Mike’s soulmate wasn’t going to be El.” 


“You what?” 


“Honestly, I don’t think that they’re as in love, or whatever as they 
pretend to be. Mike hardly talks about her ever. And I think that El 
doesn’t like him as much as she used to, either. I know I never liked 
them together. Three years is way too long to date someone when 
you're a teenager.” 


“Haven’t you been dating Lucas for the same amount of time?” 
“Lucas and I have the dignity to break up at regular intervals.” 
“You’re soulmates, though. Don’t you have to be dating?” 


“Sometimes he’s my best friend and sometimes I wanna make out 
with him. It depends. We negotiate and adjust the status of our 
relationship accordingly.” 


“Okay. 2) 


“Yeah.” Max looks out across the street. “My dad is gay,” she says 
quietly. Will just looks at her. It doesn’t seem like he should 
interrupt. “He and my mom weren’t soulmates. One day when I was 
like seven, he reconnected with the guy who was and they decided to 
get a divorce. Part of the reason why we moved here was because I 
wouldn’t stop running away to live with him. My dad’s soulmate was 
way nicer than Billy or Neil.” 


“Oh. 2) 


“I don’t know how Mike’s gonna react to this. ’m hardly an objective 
opinion, because I just generally think that no one should date him, 


ever. But I'll beat him up for you if he is a jerk about it. You don’t 
deserve that, Will.” 


“Thanks.” 
“Maybe it’ll turn out okay. Did you think of that?” 
“No. How is it going to turn out okay?” 


“Okay, fine. Let’s do this in hypotheticals. So, hypothetically, what if 
it turns out that Mike is at your house right now going, ‘Sorry, but I 
can’t date you anymore, El. Will’s my soulmate. I want to date him 
now.’ What would you say to that?” 


“That’s unrealistic.” 
“Is it?” 


“I guess I would be happy,” Will allows. He smiles a little at the 
thought. “I guess Pd like that. Pd like to date him.” 


“If you two weren’t soulmates, I’d be rolling my eyes and asking you 
what you see in him, because I can’t fathom how he could be 
anyone’s type.” 


Will still can’t process her nonchalance. “Did you miss the part where 
I said I’m gay, Max?” 


“No I didn’t,” she says crossly. “I’m being completely serious. You 
just said yourself that you’d like to make out with Mike Wheeler—” 


Will reddens. “I wouldn’t go that far.” 


“And the universe has basically just given you the approval to do so 
by making the two of you soulmates. You’re soulmates, Will. Mike is 
your soulmate. If he doesn’t realize the significance of that and act 
accordingly,” she holds up a finger to keep him from cutting in with a 
retort, “then he’s not worth your time. You never have to see him 
ever again.” 


There are a few points that Will objects to, mainly driven by the all- 
consuming terror of Mike’s supposedly-imminent rejection and the 


destruction of Will’s life (because there are so many things that can 
go wrong, he could return home tomorrow and find that his mom has 
packed his bags to send him to conversion camp, or kick him out, or 
anything—) but it is an inspiring speech. 


“Thanks, Max,” he tells her. They get up and go back inside the 
arcade, and Will mulls it over. 


Max drags Lucas over to help her try out some new game that was 
just installed (he just watches over her shoulder) but Will lags 
behind. He watches them banter, and tries to ignore the pit in his 
chest. 


Even if he really wanted to, and even if Mike wanted it too, they 
could never do that together. They could never go out together and 
act like normal soulmates do. No one would ever look at them and 
think, Oh, what a lovely pair of young soulmates together. They would 
just think, at best, Oh, that’s two friends hanging out, and most likely, 
What a disgusting pair of freaks. 


“T can see it,” Dustin says suddenly. Will startles; he hadn’t realized 
Dustin was still standing there. 


“Huh?” 


“That you and Mike are soulmates. You’ve always been freakily in 
tune with each other.” Will makes a face, and Dustin elaborates. 
“Like, when you were in the Upside Down, Mike was the most 
insistent that you were alive. Not that the rest of us didn’t think so,” 
he adds quickly, “but Mike had more faith than anyone.” 


“Oh,” says Will. He hadn’t known that. He hadn’t pried much into 
what had happened while he was gone aside from the information his 
friends volunteered. And everything he knew about Mike’s experience 
of the time were anecdotes involving El. “Thanks for telling me, 
Dustin.” 


“I missed talking to you, man. It’s nice to have you around for a day.” 
“Pm glad to be here,” Will offers, and Dustin’s eyes crinkle in a grin. 


Will’s not really glad to be here, obviously. He hates that Mike is his 


soulmate, and he hates that there are people now who know the 
extent to which he’s absolutely not normal. But Dustin and Lucas, 
aside from their few questions before, aren’t being hostile. Neither is 
Max. It’s exactly the opposite of what Will had expected. 


He’s not going to complain. 


They go back to Steve’s house for lunch. Dustin swipes the key from 
underneath the welcome mat and lets them all in. 


“Steve always keeps food for us,” Dustin fills Will in. “His parents 
aren’t home this weekend, anyway. They never are.” 


“Its kind of embarrassing,” Lucas says. “He’s, like, twenty, and he 
still hasn’t moved out.” 


“Would you move out if you lived in a house like this?” Dustin shoots 
back. “Not me, that’s for sure.” 


Dustin’s right. Steve has one of the biggest houses Will has ever seen 
in person, or even been in. When he was a kid, he’d thought that 
Mike’s house was the pinnacle of all success. It was the kind of house 
he sketched in his notebook, and dreamt of living in someday with 
Mike by his side. But Steve’s house is second in impressiveness. 


They sit around the kitchen table eating ham sandwiches and passing 
around a big bag of popcorn. The others chatter, talking over each 
other to complain about some class or teacher, and filling Will in on 
details he doesn’t know about. There’s a lot he doesn’t know. 

Will almost feels bad about cutting them off. It was mostly Mike he 
was mad at, anyway. He’d just been so pissed off after that summer 
that he didn’t want to talk to anybody. 


“Do you still play D&D, Will?” asks Lucas. 


“Um, yeah. Sometimes.” There’s a D&D club at Will’s school. He’d 
joined it freshman year, but had had a panic attack during one 
campaign in which the DM had unwittingly involved both a 
demogorgon and alternate dimensions in the storyline, so Will has 
steered clear of it since. 


“Maybe next time you come we could do a campaign. We could even 


do one over the phone, maybe.” 
“That sounds fun.” 


“Shoot,” says Dustin abruptly. “What are we gonna tell Mrs. 
Wheeler?” 


“We can figure it out in the morning,” says Lucas. “Mrs. Wheeler was 
the one who sent us to get Steve and find you,” he explains to Will. 
“Said to call when we did.” 


“Should we?” says Dustin, eyeing Will. 
“No,” he replies, at the same time Max says, “Are you insane?” 
“Dustin.” Lucas draws out the word. “In. The. Morning.” 


Dustin holds up his hands. “Sorry for being the only one thinking 
ahead!” 


“You think too much,” quips Max. 


“Hey, I can think of several times that my thinking has saved all of 
your asses!” 


“Anyways,” says Lucas. “What do we wanna do after we’re done 
eating?” 


“We can go to my house,” Dustin offers. “My mom has a bingo 
tournament this afternoon.” 


Lucas snickers. “Lame.” 
“Okay, Lucas, shut up—” 


“That’s fine with me,” Will cuts in. And off they go, once the dishes 
have been washed and put away. That process itself is a bit of an 
ordeal—Lucas and Dustin are prone to splashing each other making 
even more of a mess. 


Dustin’s house, like everything else in Hawkins, is strangely familiar. 
He hasn’t thought about this place in years, but the overwhelming 


sense of familiarity is enough to be disconcerting. 


They walk into Dustin’s living room, and Max beelines to the radio to 
put on some music. Lucas and Dustin head to the kitchen, and there 
are the telltale sounds of a friendly scuffle over some food or 
whatnot. 


Will, however, stares at the telephone attached to Dustin’s wall. His 
fingers itch. He’s been considering it all day, since Max’s speech at 
the arcade. 


“Should I call?” 


Dustin and Lucas come back into the living room with a bag of chips 
and some soda. 


“Should you what?” 
“Call home.” 


“T dunno.” Dustin sits on the floor. “Are you gonna write Mike a note 
or anything?” 
“I hadn’t thought about it. Probably.” 


“You’ve got to talk to him at some point, Will, it’s not like this is 
gonna go away. You should call.” Max raises an eyebrow at him. 


“I don’t want to talk to my mom or El if they pick up.” 


“Tll do it and then hand the phone off to you, then,” says Max, 
getting up and striding across the room before Will can say anything 
else. She dials, and holds the receiver to her ear. 


“Hi Mrs. Byers. It’s Max... Uh huh, he’s fine. Um, actually, is Mike 
there? Could you get him? Okay, thank you.” A moment later, 
brightly: “Hey, asshole! Yeah, obviously. Are you gonna talk to him 
or not? He’s right here.” 


Shit. Will almost considers sprinting out of the room. But Max holds 
out the receiver, and he steps forward to take it. He takes a deep 
breath. Out of the corner of his eye, he can see Max shooing Dustin 
and Lucas back into the kitchen. Thank God for that. 


“Uh, Hi, Mike.” 

“Hi, Will.” 

Silence. 

“Um, are you having a good day?” 


“T guess.” Think, Will. Logistics? “I took one of your sweaters and 
some pants. I wasn’t about to go out into Hawkins in my pajamas.” 


“What did my mom say?” 


“Uh, I haven’t seen her. I jumped out your window and stole your 
bike too. Sorry.” 


“You what?” 
“T jumped out your window and stole your bike.” 
Mike laughs a little. “Okay. Did you get hurt?” 


Dammit, there it is—that concerned lilt in Mike’s voice that used to 
make Will melt into a puddle of nerves. But now he is resolved to 
hold himself together. “No.” 


“That’s good.” 


He should get it over with. Come on, Byers. The sooner he asks, the 
sooner it’s done with. “You’ve talked to El, right?” 


“Yeah.” A beat. “We broke up.” 
Will winces. “I’m sorry.” 
“It was pretty mutual. I wasn’t really sure it was going to be her anyway.” 


What is Will supposed to say to that? What does Mike want him to 
say to that? 


“Tm not... mad, Will. I’m glad it’s you.” 


Will grips the receiver tighter. “What did my mom say?” 


“She was mostly freaked out about where you were. Uh, you can talk to 
her if you want.” 


Mike’s deflecting. For being such a talented storyteller, he’s honestly 
not that great at talking when it comes to his own feelings. Will’s not 
about to let him get away with it this time. “Pll talk to her in a bit. 
What about you, Mike?” 


“What about me?” 


“What do you want to do about this?” Will gestures into the air with 
his free hand. “You want me to go to your house and tell your mom I 
made you gay?” 


“Don’t say that, Will.” 


Mike’s placation comes too late—Will’s already fired up about it, 
everything he’s kept bottled up for ages breaking free of its dam at 
last. “Why not? Did I—You know it is your fault, right? That I don’t 
like girls.” 


He can practically hear Mike grimace through the phone. “I’m sorry I 
said that.” 


“Pm just saying, just—don’t you fucking leave me here, Mike. Don’t 
go back to your normal life and normal activities or whatever the hell 
it is you do in your spare time, and leave me to deal with the fallout. 


You don’t get to pretend that nothing happened to you and I’m the 
only weird one of the two of us. It’s not like I wanted this either.” 


“Are you done?” 


It’s a jab, Will knows. God. Fucking Mike Wheeler. He hisses into the 
phone. “What.” 


“This seems pretty crazy, right?” 
Will narrows his eyes. “What are you getting at?” 
“We’re in this together. You’re not going to leave me, are you?” 


Crazy together. God fucking dammit. “Shut up, Mike. You don’t get 


to—you don’t get to just—” Angry tears prick at Will’s eyes now, and 
his throat catches. “Not when you’ve been an asshole for the past two 
years and you don’t give a shit about me and—” 


“Will. I’m not leaving you.” 
“T don’t believe you.” 


“Listen. El’s helping me come up with a cover story to tell my family when 
I get back. I’ll write it down in a letter for you. Mike pauses. “And FI call 
you again in the morning.” 


Well, it’s better than nothing. “That works,” Will allows, still 
grumbling. 


“Okay?” Mike asks, voice soft. 


“Yeah.” Will sighs. Leave it to Mike to change the subject while 
simultaneously trying to soothe Will’s fears. Leave it to Will to let 
him get away with it. Now it’s Will’s turn to offer something. “T’ll 
write you a letter too.” 


“Oh, thanks, Will.” 
“Okay. Bye.” 
“Bye. 2 


Will sets the receiver back in its place with probably more force than 
necessary. Well. It was good to get that over with. He runs a hand 
over his face and sighs again. 


Fucking Mike Wheeler. 
Will can’t even stay mad at him for long, not after that. 


For the first time today, Will allows himself to hope that things will 
be alright. He sits down on Dustin’s couch. It will be alright, won’t it? 
Even the concept is foreign. 


I’m not leaving you, Mike had said. It was a promise. Will’s far past the 
age that he blindly puts his trust into any promise made to him, but 


Mike’s not one for breaking promises. And he wouldn’t have 
pretended to be okay with Will being his soulmate. Mike would have 
just cursed him out outright, or refused to speak to him. 


Instead, I’m not leaving you. 
Will shouldn’t believe it, but he wants to. 


He wants to call home again, and talk to Mike for another hour. He 
stares at the phone on the wall, but doesn’t move a muscle. 


It’s not worth it. 


Ages later—Will doesn’t know how long he sits there, it could have 
been minutes or hours, staring at the telephone—Max comes back 
into the room. 


“Hey. Oh, you’re off the phone. How was it?” She plops down on the 
other cushion, fixing her piercing blue gaze on him. 


“He broke up with El,” Will tells her. 


“T told you,” says Max, in a tone that should have been a lighthearted 
jeer but is instead a quiet reassurance. 


“He’s gonna call me in the morning.” 
“Okay. 2) 
“And I have to write him a letter.” 


“Dustin!” Max shouts, not bothering to get up. “Do you have any 
paper?” 


Dustin and Lucas appear a second later. “Max made us wait in my 
bedroom until you were done,” Dustin informs him. “How was it?” 


Will shrugs. “Good, I guess.” There’s not really much to say. “He 
wasn’t mad at me or anything.” 


“That’s good.” 


No one says anything for a couple minutes. Will feels like he should 


fill the space somehow, but he doesn’t know what to say. His life 
hasn’t really been that interesting the past few years. Nothing of 
interest to the Party, anyway. 


“Let’s go back to the video store,” suggests Dustin at last. “We can 
rent something and then watch it and have a sleepover at Steve’s 
house before Will switches back at midnight.” 


No one has any better ideas to offer, so that’s what they do. 


“Will,” says Lucas as they turn off of Dustin’s street on their bikes. 
Dustin and Max are in the front, while Lucas and Will coast behind. 
“You doing okay, man?” 


“Better,” he answers truthfully. “I wasn’t sure how it was gonna be.” 


“Having a soulmate isn’t all bad,” says Lucas. “Take it from me. 
They’re alright sometimes.” 


There’s an indignant huff from Max up ahead. “Sometimes? You better 
amend that statement, Lucas, because—” 


“Alright, fine, fine. Most of the time. Anyways,” he says to Will. “I 
dunno what sort of dates and activities and stuff you’re supposed to 
do if your soulmates a guy, but—” 


“It’s not that different, Lucas,” says Max at the same time Will says, 
“Anything would help.” 


“You could call him, I guess.” Lucas pulls back farther away from 
Dustin and Max so they can’t overhear, and Will follows him. “I know 
you guys haven’t talked in forever. Mike said he’s tried to talk to you, 
but El always picks up.” 


“I didn’t know that,” Will says as they make another turn. “He’s 
always talking to El.” 


“Yeah, well,” Lucas replies. “The most important thing is to not be an 
asshole. Pll make sure I get that through Mike’s skull too. Max is 
really big on communication. I dunno if that’s just cause she’s a girl 
or what, but you gotta be on the same page. Don’t be going to make 
out when your soulmate feels like it’s more of a friends day. I learned 


that the hard way,” he adds. 


“PI keep that in mind.” Not that Will is gonna be going to make out 
with Mike Wheeler anytime soon. But if Mike wants to, Will wouldn’t 
mind talking to him. 


As they pull up to the video store, Will is unfortunate enough to see 
two familiar figures loitering against a car in the parking lot, smoke 
curling from their mouths into the chilly air. 


“Ugh,” Dustin voices aloud as they wheel their bikes up to the bike 
rack. 


“They still give you guys trouble?” Will asks just as Troy and James 
turn their leery little eyes onto the Party. This doesn’t bode well. It’s 
been a long, long time since Will has seen either of them, but his 
breath still hitches a little and he withdraws to the back of the group. 


“Not really,” Lucas whispers back to him. “But if they get their 
chance—” 


“Is that Byers?” shouts Troy before Lucas can finish his sentence. 
James starts laughing behind him. “Jee-sus. Didn’t ever think you 
would show your face again in Hawkins.” 


“Shut up, dickwads,” Max calls back. 


“You wish you could suck my dick, Max-een. Maybe you should blow 
Byers, sort the two of you out in one go.” 


“Tve never seen anybody as obsessed with homosexuals as you are, 
Troy.” Will’s voice rings clear, surprising even himself. The 
insinuation is a little cruel, but Will doesn’t really care. Troy takes 
another drag from his cigarette, eyes narrowed and watching as Max 
seizes Will and Lucas each by the sleeve and pulls them away to the 
video store. 


Dustin pushes open the door with a jingle. “Can’t you force those 
assholes to quit smoking in the parking lot?” he complains loudly to 
Steve as the Party files into the store. 


Steve comes around the corner of an aisle holding a tall box of 


orders. “Have they not left yet? I told them to beat it half an hour 
ago.” 


“Well, there’s no use in yelling at them again, they just saw us come 
in here.” 


“Why are you here? Don’t you have anything better to do than bother 
me while I’m at work?” 


“No!” says Dustin cheerfully. 


“We came to rent something,” Will explains. “We’re having a 
sleepover at your house tonight.” 


Steve raises an eyebrow. “You have to ask me if you want to sleep 
over at my house, dipshits.” 


“Your parents aren’t even home.” Dustin trails down the science 
fiction aisle. “What do you guys wanna watch?” 


They pick out some comedy that Will hasn’t seen yet, along with Star 
Wars, which how could they not watch, honestly, and Steve shoos 
them out. Troy and James have left, thank God, so it’s an uneventful 
ride back to Steve’s place. 


“Steve’s getting off in forty-five minutes, so he’ll be back pretty 
soon,” says Dustin as they park their bikes and enter the house. 


“Does Steve have some paper anywhere?” asks Will. “I need to write 
my letter sometime.” 


Dustin points him to Steve’s dad’s study—”Try not to disturb 
anything”—and Will fetches a yellow legal pad and a pen. The others 
seem to know intuitively that he needs to be left alone, and he listens 
to them make a ruckus in the kitchen as he sits curled up in a chair in 
the living room, tapping the pen against the cardboard of the pad. 


Dear Mike, 
Mike, 


Damn it. What is there to say? Should he just tell Mike about his day? 


Get sappy? Vent more of his frustration? 


Dear Mike, 


It was a pretty good day. It’s nice to see everyone again. I went with the 
Party to the arcade and we’re going to watch a movie and have a 
sleepover. You probably already know that though seeing that by the time 
you’re reading this you’ll already be up with everyone. Remember to call 
me like you said you would. 


He shouldn’t say anything about how he feels about them being soulmates, 
or what that’s going to mean for them in the future. Shouldn’t he? No. 
Will still has to tread lightly around that topic. He knows Mike said that 
he wouldn’t leave him, that they were in this together, but—there are still 
plenty of hours until midnight. Plenty of opportunities for him to change 
his mind. 


If Mike changed his mind, then Will would never have to see him 
again. He could move on. Plenty of people end up with people who 
aren’t their soulmates. He knows Robin has been meeting plenty of 
different people at college—there’s no reason that Will can’t too. Will 
doesn’t even have to end up with anybody at all, even though he does 
kind of want to. 


But if Mike doesn’t change his mind, then... 


Will’s going to be seeing him a lot more. Talking to him a lot more. 
They haven’t really been friends in a long time, so they’d have to 
build their relationship back up again. Spend time together. And 
then, when high school graduation hits, or maybe after college, 
there’s the prospect of moving in together. That’s what soulmate’s do, 
isn’t it? Not just living together, but making a life together. Will recalls 
his childhood dream: a nice, cozy house just for the two of them, together 
always. Would that be possible? A brand new vision enters his mind: he’s 
sketching something, referring to written notes next to him as he shapes 
the strokes on the page. There’s a laugh, and Will looks up to see Mike 
across from him, grinning ear to ear. His lips move with words that Will 
can’t hear, and Will can’t help but smile back. He doesn’t have to question 
it—he knows he’s happy. He’s safe. He’s loved. 


That’s what Will wants, honestly. He’s spent his whole life on edge— 
even before the Upside Down, he never felt entirely secure with 
himself, with other people. He’s always been jealous of people who 
have that. Like Max—obviously she’s gone through a lot, but she’s 
never questioned herself. She knows what she wants, and doesn’t 
even consider changing to fit in with other people. 


God, Will wishes that could be him. 


I can’t wait to talk to you, Will adds to the letter. We’ll figure everything 
out from there. 


They have a lot to figure out—what’s Mike going to say to his family 
when he gets back? How are the Party going to explain Mike’s 
soulmate’s absence to Mrs. Wheeler? 


Jesus, Mrs. Wheeler. Will thinks about her for a moment, and almost 
feels bad about jumping out Mike’s window. If he was her, not 
knowing anything, he would probably be worried sick about Mike’s 
poor soulmate who was probably running amok in Hawkins by 
herself. 


Suddenly, Max appears in the doorway, looking grave. “Bad news. 
Mrs. Wheeler just showed up.” 


Will freezes. Speak of the devil. “What?” 


“Dustin and Lucas are at the door to meet her. Dunno why we 
thought she wouldn’t come around—she was really freaking out this 
morning. I guess she wants to see if we have any updates.” 


“Is she going to come inside?" 


Max glances back over her shoulder, and lowers her voice. “I dunno. 
Might be prudent to get you in a different room just to be safe.” 


“Yeah.” Will gets up with his pad and pen. 


“If they can get her into here, then you can go back through the 
kitchen and dining room and sneak upstairs. Pll come get you when 


she’s gone. The guest room is the second door on the left.” 


Will nods. Max steps out the other door of the living room into the 
hallway. “Hi, Mrs. Wheeler.” 


Will can’t make out Mrs. Wheeler’s reply, but Max purses her lips. 
“Okay. Here, come in so we can talk about it. You guys didn’t even 
let her come in?” Max makes a face like, Ugh, boys. She steps back 
into the living room and shoos at Will. 


He darts into the kitchen, listening for their voices. 


“It’s fine,” he can hear Max saying. “The living room’s all clear. Steve 
won’t mind us sitting down.” 


Will needs to move into the dining room before the voices get too 
close and there’s a chance of Mrs. Wheeler seeing him when he 
moves. But, before he does, he just for a second shuts his eyes and 
takes a breath. 


Sure, it’s December, but Steve’s kitchen suddenly feels super cold. 
Then comes the mantra that Will knows instinctively—doesn’t even 
have to name. 


No noise. Stay as still as possible. Don’t even shiver—you don’t know 
whether the monster can sense that sort of thing. If you have to move, 
move quickly. Hide well. Tuck yourself in so it can’t get you. 


He sidles around the perimeter of the kitchen, back brushing against 
the appliances, and darts around the corner of the door into the 
dining room. Almost there. He can see the staircase across the 
hallway, and strains his ears to hear the others talking with Mrs. 
Wheeler. From one angle, he can see through the doorways that 
Lucas is talking. 


Just across the hallway and up the stairs. He can do it. 


And then he’s there, both feet on the first step. It’s carpeted, so he 
won’t make noise. 


Once he’s in the upstairs hallway it’s a relief, and Will takes a 
shuddering breath. He steps into the guest room and shuts the door 


behind him, crouching down on the other side of the bed. 


He’d hidden in a couple different houses while in the Upside Down 
before it became apparent that the Demogorgon could get him 
anywhere, and the houses didn’t offer anything in terms of warmth or 
food—everything had been rotten and slimy. 


You’re not in the Upside Down now, he reminds himself firmly. You’re 
just letting your friends handle Mrs. Wheeler so you don’t have to explain 
to her that you’re the soulmate of her son. You’re going to be fine. 


He repeats this to himself a few times, forcing his heart rate to go 
down from its frantic beating and his body to relax. And soon 
enough, the guest room door opens. 


“Will?” It’s Max’s voice. “She’s gone.” He gets up shakily, and she offers 
him a smile. “Come on, we'll fill you in. Steve should be back in a couple 
minutes." 


Apparently, Mrs. Wheeler had called the police and asked them to 
patrol for any kind of frazzled or out-of-place looking girl in 
Hawkins. They haven’t turned up any results. Max, Lucas, and Dustin 
told her that they hadn’t found anything either, and they had just 
come back to Steve’s to wait for him to get off work. 


She seemed satisfied,” says Dustin. “I don’t think she’ll come back.” 
That’s good,” Will agrees. 


“You guys wanna order pizza for dinner?” asks Lucas. Will eyes the 
clock on the wall—it’s almost six. 


“Sure.” 
Steve arrives a few minutes later, making all of them jump when he 


opens the door. Dustin informs him of their plan to get pizza, and he 
rolls his eyes fondly. 


“And I guess you’re gonna make me pay for it?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Like I let you take those movies earlier for free?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Tm gonna start keeping a list of all the money you owe me.” 
Aw, Steve!” Dustin says, but laughs. 


The pizza comes, and they all sit on Steve’s couch in a mass of 
blankets to eat and watch TV before putting in their movies. Steve 
reminds them not to make a mess of the furniture, and sits in another 
chair apart from them. He falls asleep before Luke and Han even 
rescue Princess Leia. 


Dustin snickers. “He looks so peaceful.” 


“He’s drooling.” Max shifts in her seat next to Will. She and Lucas are 
in the middle of the couch, sandwiched by Will and Dustin. 


“shh!” Lucas hisses. “This is my favorite part.” 


Will yawns as Star Wars ends and Dustin gets up to put in the other 
one. “I’m tired.” 


“Its barely nine,” says Lucas. “Arent you gonna stay up until 
midnight?” 


Will grimaces. “Honestly, I don’t want to be awake when I switch 
back. I don’t want to have to see my family until at least seven 
tomorrow morning. If I fall asleep don’t wake me up. And if Mike’s 
awake, tell him I left my letter on the kitchen table.” 


Will had finished it while they were waiting for the pizza, just signing 
off with Love, Will. Anything else he would want to say to Mike he 
figures would be best done over the phone in the morning. 


Sure.” 


“That's fine, Will. No problem,” adds Max. 


He ends up falling asleep towards the end of the comedy, not that he 
realizes it until he opens his eyes the next morning. And, much like 
he did yesterday, he immediately freezes. 


He’s in his own sleeping bag on the floor of his room. 


Will sits up. Okay, he’s back. Good, right? Back in his room like he’s 
supposed to be. 


If it weren’t for the sleeping bag, which Will hasn’t used in years, he 
would think that yesterday was a dream. He looks around his room, 
spotting a sheet of paper on the edge of his nightstand. 


Will gets up and picks it up, sitting on his bed. 


For Will is written on the front of the folded page in Mike’s telltale 
handwriting. He takes a deep breath, steeling himself for whatever 
might come, and opens the letter. 


Dear Will, 


I should apologize again for being an asshole these past couple of years. 
I’m sorry. Like I said when we talked, El and I have broken up. That 
would have been even more of a dick move to you and we don’t want to 
date if we’re not soulmates. 


El and I came up with a decent story to tell my family—I’m gonna say I 
was transported to some rural Portuguese village where no one spoke 
English. Hopefully that explanation will stave my mom off for a while. 


Talk to you soon. Yours, 
Mike 


It’s short, like Will’s was, but he’ll be talking to Mike this morning on 
the phone so it doesn’t really matter much. Will can’t help but smile 
as he reads the note over again. 


Mike signed it yours. 


Yours. 


It’s just a turn of phrase, and Will isn’t entirely sure why it makes his 
stomach drop a little. It probably doesn’t mean anything. 


But Will thinks about the notion for a moment. His. Mike is Will’s. And 
Will is Mike’s in turn. 


Having a soulmate might be pretty nice. 


Will looks up to stare at his bedroom door. Okay. He’s going to have 
to go out and see his family sooner or later. Aside from mentioning 
El, Mike didn't say on the phone or in his letter how his family 
reacted. For all he knows, they could be ready to throw him out. 
They could all narrow their eyes and scorn him. But it doesn’t seem 
like anything in his room has been taken out or moved around. 


Maybe it’ll be fine. 


Two days ago, Will never could have even imagined coming out to 
his family. He had been resolved to never tell anyone as long as he 
lived, or at least for the foreseeable future. And now his family knows 
without Will even telling them. He can do this. 


He opens his door. He can smell pancakes from the kitchen. He takes 
a deep breath with every step there. He wonders if he’ll be able to 
linger in the doorway for a minute, but as soon as he steps into the 
door frame, El turns around from where she’s monitoring the 
pancakes on the stove. 


Shoot. 


Will looks at her for a second, oddly dumbfounded. Mike broke up 
with her. For Will. Practically at the drop of the hat, too, since two 
nights ago they had been a picture perfect couple. 


It isn’t right. It isn’t how things should be. 
But Will hears that voice in his head, and shoots back, Says who? 


“Um, hi,” he says aloud, finally finding his voice. 


“Welcome back,” says El. 
“Did Jonathan come home yesterday?” 


“Last night. He and mom went to the store but they’ll be back soon. 
Mom didn’t want to miss you but I told her I would wait. The 
pancakes are almost done.” 


“Oh. Thanks.” And, because he really just needs to get this over with, 
“Was yesterday okay?” 


El nods. “Yes. How is Max and everyone?” 
“They’re all good.” 


Then El gives him that funny look, the one that makes him really 
glad that telepathy is not one of her powers. She’s scarily perceptive 
as it is. “I am not—angry with you.” 


“Okay. 2) 
“If you are happy then I am glad.” 
“Thanks, El.” 


Suddenly, the phone rings. Will steps back into the hallway to pick it 
up. 


“Hello.” 
“Hey, it’s Mike.” 
“Hi,” Will breathes. “Let’s talk.” 


“Yeah,” says Mike, and somehow his voice sounds giddy over the 
phone. “Lets.” 


Author's Note: 


I might come back and edit this, especially the 
ending--this took me way longer to write than it had 
any right to, and I just wanted to get it out regardless 
of whether or not I fully edited it. Happy Pride 


Month! 


